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The Irony of Justice.
_?t begun on Halloween.on tha1
Bight when Tom Morrissey finished
his opprentleeshl|i unci received a
union card a* n full-fledged Journeymanprinter. With the card he had
received a Joh In the big shop where
his apprenticeship hud been served.

It was a splendid job, too, for a
boy of twenty.a Job that would scare
away the bogey of poverty whim had

R haunted Tom ever since the day, two
years earlier, when his fill iter hud

»dled, leaving his only son with a wld^owed mother and a pretty sister to
support.
Ton. Morrlssey was hurrying home

right gleefully, from the shop when,
rounding a corner, he came upon n

group of hoys who were dancing
around a Hallowe'en bonllre. The
blaze roared merrily. The hoys greetedwith cheers each new member of
their group who arrived with an armfulof fresh fuel.
The cheers swelled to a howl of delight,as two young fellows ran towardthe Cro from a side street, enrry

lng between them n big wooden gate
they had dexterously lifted from its
place In front of some unguarded
house.
As the two gate stealers trotted forwardand cast their burden on the lire.

.Tom recognized one of them as Henry
Bokeson, a youth several years older
than himself.son of the town's foremostlawycr-polltlclnn.
Tom also saw what none of the bonflre-bulldersat first noted. Namely,

that a. policeman (who evidently had
watched the gale robbers from a instance)was running toward the merrymakers.
Before Tom could call a warning,I / the policeman charged down upon the

pr~J lads. One of them yelled: "Beat It!"
and the .group melted as If by magic.
One of them.ITenry Bokeson.

V,. dashed across the street toward the
invitingly open entrance to nn alley,

v As he ran past Tom, his toe caught
on the edge of the curb, and he

my sprawled headlong.
»; ' Tom stooped to lift young Robeson

to his feet. But the moment's delay
v had been enough for the policeman to

overtake him. The hlucrout nabbed
T-_. Henry by the collar, shaking him Into
v submission. In the same movement he

seized Tom Morrlsse.v.
"In the name of the law!" sputtered

the officer. "And If either of you resist,I'll pull my gun on you, I saw
the two of you pinch that gate."
"You did not," denied Tom, Indignantly."I'm Just on my way from

the shop. 1 stopped here, a second,
to watch."
"You didn't see mo do It," declared

gKa Henry Bokeson. "I was on my way
J home from my father's office, when I

noticed this fellow and another boy
going toward the fire, with a gate beitween them, when."
"You saw me doing that?" gasped

Tom Incredulously.
>> , "I did."-reiterated Henry, "and I'm
h ready to swear to It. I."

"Come along, the both of you!"
r- broke In the policeman. "You can

tell It tomorrow to the Judge.
r At me town a single ponce, stationI (under tbc city hnll) the two bo.vs
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Were arraigned before n grumnv lion-
tenant and tbcn consigned to the same
cell.
Henry Rokeson, by means of a five

dollar tip to tbe doormnn, had a teleHphone message sent to his father. Tom
Horrlssey, not wanting to worry his
mother and sister, made no effort to
send word to them,

g As soon as he and his cellmate were

ij; eft alone together In their barred cubIt"
/
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hyhole, Tom turned fiercely to young ,

Rokcson:
"What did you tell that lie for?" he

demanded. "Why did you say you
saw me steal the Rale?"
"What did you trip rae for, as I

(lucked past you?" countered Henry,
with equal fierceness. "And then why
did you Krnb me and hold me till the
cop could catch up with us?"

"I didn't!" cried Torn. "You stum-
bled on the curb. Just in front of me.
I was trying to help you up. when."

Tlie door of their cell swung open.
The lieutenant and the doorman and
n well-dressed man in civilian clothes
stood In the dim-lit corridor outside.
Tom recognized the civilian as Iltnkle
Ilokcson, whom he had often seen on
the street.
The erstwhile austere lieutenant

waspositively wriggling with emhar-
rassment as he addressed llenry Itoke-
son. I,

"Mr. Jtokeson," he said, "Ofilcor
Harding mado one of his honehend
breaks when he nrrested you. I hope

v you'll nccept the apologies of the po-
lice department."
Next morning (on the testimony of

Patrolman Harding) a wise and just
magistrate.former law partner of
Hlnkle Rokeson.solemnly Imposed n
fine of ten dollars upon Tom Morrlssey,adding n lecture and an admonl-
tlon that next time It would go harder
with the youug criminal.

»

The four ensuing years brought
pence and simple prosperity to the
Morrlssoy household. Tom worked
hard and efilclently at Ills trade.
As a result he was able to liny on

installments a pretty cottage on Hudsonlane, where he installed Iris In-!
valid mother nnd sister, Mnhel.
The little household In the Hudson

lane cottage was Ideally happy. The
sickly mother, in hsy own home at Inst
nnd with her beloved flower-beds to jkeep her outdoors, grew dally strong- ]
or Hfllhnl ctit'lflnw1
... .uu-v ( niuu.llilfi III HIV UUI I1IU1

school, grow Into graceful and beautifulyoung worannhood.
Tom. In Ills free hours, helped his f

mother with her tiny flower gardens
and Mabel with her lessons, or taught1
new tricks to his fluffy yellow mongrel
puppy. "Hutch." lie was gloriously
content with life.
Hudson lnne bncked up against Harvardstreet, the town's most pretentiousthoroughfare. Thus, Tom's hack

gurilen wus separated only by a picket,fence nnd hedge from the rear grounds 1
of a huge and showy mansion that
stood on Harvard street. This mansion'sgrounds. Indeed, ran bnck all
the way to Hudson lane, on both sides
of Tom's little patch of land.
The mansion was owned by Hlnkle

Rokeson. At the extreme rear of his
grounds, fronting on Hudson lane, he
maintained his kennel of prize-winning
bulldogs.
One June afternoon, a few minutes

before six o'clock. Tom Morrlssey returnedfrom work.
In the garden Mrs. Morrlssey nnd

Mnhel were bending over a flower bed,
rearranging some uprooted nasturtium
plants.

His mother, looking up from her
task at the i.ower bed, met his smile
and called out a word of tender weljcome to him.
"We didn't expect you home so car-

ly," she said as Tom bent down to
kiss her and to run u playfully effectlonatehand through, Mabel's curly
hulr.
"Why are you replanting the nns-

turtlums?" asked her son. "They
seemed to be doing so well."

"Tliey were," said Mabel, "hut todaysome of those prize chickens of
the Rokesons got out of their coop
and flew over the fenco Into our yard
and scratched up every nasturtium
la the whole bed. Wasn't it horrid?"
"Too lind 1" sympathized Tom, "but

111 replant the rest of them, now that
I'm here. You and Mabel rest on the
porch and do the 'heavy looking on.'"
"Heavy looking on. Indeed 1" scoffed

his mother. "Do you realise I have
the supper to get ready? There will
bo only you and I to eat It tonight.
Mabel Is going to supper at the Payn-
tersl And afterward she and Elsie
Paynter are going to a dance at the
pavilion." 11
As he bent to his garden work, Tom

heard two men's voices in conversu- 11
tlon on the far side of the picket fence
that divided his lot from the end of
the Rokesou grounds In which the kennelswere situated. He recognized the
voices as those of Hlnkle Ilokeson and
Henry. They were evidently Inspect-
lng the kennels.
"Bring out old Champion Colborn,"

Tom presently heard Hoary order the
kennel man. "I wnnt to look at that
bnrbcd-wlre scratch on his shoulder."
Tom, turning his head, saw the ken-

nel man open a heavy-wire door In
one of the enclosures. Out trotted a
massive white bulldog, perhaps eighty
pounds In weight, huge muscles bulgingthrough the surface of hie gloeSTwhite hU»- I
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At Right of his master, the great
log bounded forward, wagging bis
itumpv tall In Joyous greeting, leaping
ip at Qonry for caress. His splayed
inws brushed against Henry's flannel
:rousers, leaving dusty marks on the
ivhlte cloth.
Henry, with an exasperated curse

it the affeetlonnte brute's awkwardless,swung hark one hurkskln-clad
loot and delivered a tremendous kick
>n the dog's throat. Both'father and
'on chuckled with laughter as ChamlionColhorn tumbled prone Into the
lust, under the cruel Impact, and then
Imped crestfallen back Into bis kennnt
Tom wont on with his planting. A

minute Inter, Mabel emerged from the
tottage. Calling out a cheery good-by
to her brother, she walked down the
short garden path to the street gate.
Tom's yellow puppy had followed her
from the house and now frlaked along
In front of her. gleeful In the prospect
of a walk. But at the gute she sent
him hack, calling:
"No, no, Hutehie! Go back to master.Tou can't walk with me this evening."

_

Chagrined, hut optimistic, the puppy
obeyed. He trotted over to Tom. The
hoy putted him on the head, then
went on working. The puppy, finding
no one had time to play with him.
derided to go for a walk on his own
account.
He run to the gnte. Mabel had

neglected to close it tightly. A few
scientific butts of Hutch's fttrry nose
pushed it open wide enough for him
to wriggle out.
Mabel was no longer In sight on

Hudson lane, having turned the cornera block above. Hutch cantered on
In happy search for adventure. He
was not long In finding It.
Tom heard Henry Itokeson say. In

amused excitement to the kennel man:
"Let Champion Colliorn out ngaln.

Quick! And open thp gate in the
Itedge that leads Into Hudson-lane."
To his father, Itokeson explained:
"That mongrel yellow mtitt of Morrlssey'sis out on the sidewalk. Watch

seine fun!"
Tom jumped to his feet and ran to

lila own gate. But, fast as he ran.

"Keep Your Ha
Champion Coltiorn ran faster. Ton:
was just In time to see the gignntlt
white bulldog dart out Into iludsot
lane ami fling himself upon the un
suspectingly frisking little mongrel
puppy.
There was a deep-throated growl

followed at once by an almost human
scream of mortal agony. Then In re
spouse to his master's laughing summons,the bulldog jogged back Intc
the Ilokeson grounds.
On the sidewalk lay n plttfullj

moveless little mass of yellow fluff
Tom went out Into Hudson lane, tenderlypicked up the lifeless body oi

his loved pet, and bore It back Intc
his own yard, smoothing out the rumpledyellow fur as ho walked.

In Tom Morrlssey's henrt was nc
rancor of vcngefulness.
He did not want his mother to nee

Hutch's twisted body, lest the sight
make her cry. fin, getting n spade,
he burled his four-footed chum undei
a big rose bush In a corner of the
porch.
**

Mabel had a better time than she
bad expected at the pavilion dance
that evening.
The first check to her pleasure came

about ten o'clock when Elsie Taynter'i
brother brought up a mnn to be Introducedto her. Elsie's white forehead
puckered luto a slight frown of displeasureas she recognized the newcomer.He was Henry Rokeson.
For more thnn n year Henry's eyes

had followed Mubel's dulnty figure with
open admiration as she passed him on
the street. He had at Inst admitted
to himself tlmt he was genuinely In
love with this girl whom be had never
even met. He had taken to spending
much time ncnr his own side the boundaryfence, when he saw her at work
In the Morrisscy garden. Thus It was
that he had heard thnt afternoon of
her Intention to go with Elsie Paynter
to the pavilion dance.
Henry hnd laid his own plans accordingly.He hnd gone to the dance,

hnd, with some difficulty, found out
thnt the mnn who escorted the two
girls was Elsie's brother, and had,
hy a dint of a Rood deal of diplomacy,
nicked an acaunlniwo with him. The
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Mabel was anything hut happy to *
meet the man who had once done her;
brother snrb a bad turn. Rut Henry s
Rolccson could.be extremely fasclnat- £
lng when he chose.

In less than ten mlnntes Mabel r
found her early resentment against
him fading to nothingness. He waa I
magnetic, brilliant, altogether delight- e
fnl.to her unsophisticated way ol
thinking. f
When the last dance was over he t

begged leave to take the girl to her 1
home In his runabout. Reluctantly and c
ngainst bcr wiser Impulses, she con-;
sen ted. 1
When the all-too-brlet ride ended at t

, the Morrissey gate, Henry helped Mabelfrom the car and walked up the c
path to the porch at hor side. e
Tom had fonnd Mabel's latchkey on

the hall table. Knowing she had for- 1
gotten It, he hnd sat up to open the!

I front door for her. Now. hearing the I
motor stop, he looked out of an upper t
window. To his uinaze, he saw his 1
sister coming toward the house with
the last man In the world with whom 1
he would have expected to see her. 1
He ran downstairs to the front door
to let Mabel in. ' t
Meantime, she and Henry had 1

paused at the top of the front steps, 1
while tlie girl groped In her handbag 1
for the forgotten latchkey.

Henry Itokeson, scarce knowing g
what he did, threw his arms about her. s
She wrenched herself free, with an ex- t
clnuiation of alarm Just as Tom opened ]
the door, llcury, blind to all except t
his love for her, cried out: | i

"Sweethenrt, I love you! I want you
to marry me!"

I <
lie caught her again In his arms. 1

As he did so he felt himself whirled
backward and nway from her with a 1
force that sent him bnnglng against a I
post of the veranda. I <

In front of him stood Tom Morris-^ i
sey. white and coldly resolute. 1
"Keep your hands off my sister."

commanded Tom. very quietly. "We I
do not want men of your sort around
our home. Please go." r
"Oo?" bellowed Henry, insane rage v

gripping him at this Interruption to
bis Iove-mnklng, and at the humllla- t

t

-- 1

i j

nds Off My Slsterl"
ii tlon to which he had Just been snrv

Jected In the presence of (lie fright-;
enod girl. "Go, eh? I go or stay ub I
please. You've seen how I treat monIgrel curs. Take warning by it."
lie mistook Tom's calm self-control

for cowardice, and enforced his angry
retort by a smashing blow at Morrissey'sface.
But Tom, sidestepping the blow,!

II landed a short-arm left hander be-1
| tween his assailant's eyes. I

lie struck too high to score a knock-'
out. But he broke the bridge of lien
ry's nose and sent him reeling Iwck'ward under the trained muscular drive
of his list. [
Henry's reeling feet missed the top

step. He fell sprawling into the bram-
bly heart of the very rose bush under
which poor little Hutch lay burled.

Painfully Henry Rokeson crawled to
bis feet, holding two very badly
scratched hands over his broken nose.

In his heart biased a murderously
undying hatred for his conqueror. Glaringup at Tom, from between his p~fflngand blackened lids, Henry gasped
Incoherently:

"I'll got you for that I I'll get you,
If It takes my last breath and my fatbier'a last dollar and last scrap of Influience. I'll get you!"
Henry Rokeson.disheveled, his fncs

distorted with swelling and with fury
.stamped Into bis father's study,
three minutes later. |
"Look nt mo!" he gurgled, choking- <

It. "Look nt roe! That Morrlssey t
swine did this. He."
His father broke Into amazeif quea- <

tlonlng. But Henri? cut him short. j i
"You've been wanting me to accept i

that chance to go to Vienna, as at- i
tnche to the United States embassy
there. I didn't want to go. In spite of i
your saying It meant a big career foi I
me. I don't want to, even yet But ]
m make a bargain with you: Til go t
to Vienna, without any further kick, l
If you will find a way, first, to send 3
Morrlssey to Jail. Get him a prison I
sentence for what he's done to me, and I

| I'll start for Vienna the day after he'i <
sentenced."

"I'll do It!" said the elder Itokeson t
eagerly, "I ought to hare pull enough t
[in this town to nat nnattr much what )

rhe 1st Virginian each Sa
nplay, the scenario of which1
£ in themselves, but the who!
i pictures will be shown at t

want Did he attack yon on the Jt
treet or In. T' b
"On hla own doorstep," was the a

ulky admission, "and I struck him c
Irst" r
"Good Lord I Were there wit-;

leasesV
"There was.a witness." mattered b

lenry, a vision of Mabel's fear-strick- a
:u face rising before him. a
"And you want me to get htm Jailed h

or that I" stormed his father In dls-; li
rust. "Why, man, you'll be Incky If n
le doesn't swear out a warrant c
igalnst you I" n
"He won't," said Henry briefly, "and

f I am going to Vienna, he must be b
lent to jail before I go."
"It s a big order," reflected his lath-

sr. "We must tnkc time to think up
lome wny. I see none, yet."
The very next afternoon both the t

tokesons "saw the way."
Tom, coming home from work, found

ilx of the Rokeson chickens hnslly
lespnlllng his mother's flower garden.
He chased them across the yard.
Five of them flew over the back

'ence, but one seemed inclined to Jump
sack Into the Morrlssey ynrd.
Tom, In exasperation, picked up a

done and flung it at the bird, to
insten its departure. The stone missed
ts mark nnd whizzed over Into the
tokeson grounds.
By a luckless fate. Henry Rokeson

ind his father chanced to be strolling,
tide by side, toward the kennels. The

'

'undom-flying stone struck the elder
tokeson sharply in the face, cutting
he skin slightly, and bruising the surroundingflesh.
"Oh, I'm so sorry!" called Tom, In *

iulck contrition. "It was an accident. s
t~" e
"It was an accident," Interrupted e

tokeson, turning in grim triumph to c
lis son. and stanching the few drops
>f blood on his cut cheek, "that will
lend you to Vienna, Henry, my boy. p
fou witnessed the assault." ,
"I surely did I" cried Henry, catch- .

ng the Idea. -| n
An hour later, Tom Morrlssey was j

irrested on a warrant charging him
vlth "assault with Intent to kill." n
Tom found himself railroaded .

o state's prison on a two-year j f
lentence.with a suddenness that left ,
llm bewildered and brenthless. p
Nor. thanks to the Rokeson influ

nce,did he go to prison, unrecom-
nended. Tlie warden.another Boko- (1
:on appointee.wns informed that p
Pom was an unwontedly brutal and p
inrdened criminal and that Ilokesou
vould like to see him well disciplined. r
That was Tom Morrlssey's introduc- |,

Ion to a living death.to extra "hard f
nhor".to extra penalties, to a course _

if treatment warranted to crush the f
mrdtest spirit, in short, to the mercy u
if the merciless. ! s
Tom wns released from prison at r

he end of his term, and was sent back
o his native town with the knowl- g
idge that the Rokeson-ruied police 11
ind Instructions to watch him as a p
lungerous cliuracter. !

p
His once-buoynnt step hnd taken on h

he "prison drug." His formerly square f
ihoulders were bent. His tanned and
uddy complexion was sallow. His 0

yes were lnck-luster nnd aa hopeless p
is those of n beaten dog. His heart ?
vas dead wlthiu him. On his flesh p
vere scurs tlmt bore witness to name-
ess cruelties. e
Tlius murrcd. body and soul, he was
umed out upon a world that had been j
'orewarned to shun or punish him.
h short, he was an ex-convlct. And i
lundreds. Just like him, are sent forth n
'rotn prisons, every day, to take up
igain the burden of life with Just the
lume hideous handicap. i t
Another event local Importance r

recurred on the day of Tom's release.!
[Icnry Rokeson came home from Vlen-!
in. His term of service, as attache
here, had expired. His father had
lie<l six months earlier. And Henry
tad come back to take Into his hands
lie reins of civic and financial power
hat had slipped from Hinkle Rokciod'sdead fingers. jHe nindc Inquiries about Mabel,
lirough a deteitlve agency. And, with-
n two hours, he had lenrned the uninspiringhistory of the girl's life during
[he past two years. j
Tom's trial.fruitless as his defense

tad proven.had eaten deep Into his
invlngs. On his departure to prison
[lie little cottage had, been given up
iy his mother and sister; since they
-ould no longer continue paying the
oan association's Instalments upon It
They had moved to a cheap three-oomsuite In a poor quartor of the
own. And Mabel had sought work In
1 neighboring box factory.!
And now a new complication had

trlsen. Mrs. Morrlsey, always dell-;
:ate, had fallen seriously 111. The
loctor bad said that nothing but a
tear in the Adlrondacks could save
tor. And "a year In the Adlrondacks"
s not paid for out of the wages of a
iox factory operative.
All this, Henry Rokeson learned,

tnd smiled contentedly as he heard
he report. Then he wrote a note and
llspatched It to Mabel at the box fac,oryby his own valet.
Mabel was starting for home at the

>nd of a hard day's work, when the
lote was banded to her. She read It
IQ oha u'nllrnil tiAmnwanl U«l# elni«1 *

ind In eras* wonder, she read:
"Dear Miss Morrlsey: I bare Just

'cturned from Europe, and chanced to f
iear, this noon, of your financial c
illEht. If you will do me the honor t
o call at my bouse at 8:80 this ere- I
ling, I should like to talk over with a
rou a position that I hare In mind.a c
losttlon that will bring yon In more
ban enough money to send your moth- t
>r to the Adlrondacks. e
"I trust yon will avail yourself of t

his opportunity, as It will permit me e
o atone, In part, for the past, and to (
wave m* secret for my father's nn-

- . ^1

turday for a number of
ivaa written Mrs. Wilson
le will consisrbf a powerful
he Ideal Theatre on the

ast persecution of your unhappy (
rother. I am anxious to make ,
mends. Won't yon (ire me tha ,hance? If not for my own aake for
onr sick mother's? Faithfully yonrs,

"HENRY ROKESON." jMahel thrnst the letter Into the
osom of her blouse. She was desperteover her mother's Illness. Much |
a she loathed the Idea of accepting
elp from Henry Rokeson, or of aid- i
ig him to lessen his very Just re- <

torse, she felt she had no right to de- >
line the offer. Her mother's life '

light depend on It.
Up the lone stain to their tenement ^
otne she hurried, forcing herself to (

ter Mother's Life Might Depend on II
mile cheerily as she entered her moth- 1
r's room. As soon ae supper was
aten and cleared away, she made an >

xcuse to go out.
Two miuutes later Tom came home.
Opening the door of the snlte he ;,joked about him In horror at the ,

qualld poverty of the rooms. Then ]
rlth a cry of "MotherI Mother!" he 1

ung himself upon hie knees at Mrs. <
lorrlsey'e bedside. <
With his mother's arms about bis <

eck and his mother's dear voice whls- jering love words In his ear, be was, ,
or the moment, almost happy; for jbe first time In two fearful yean. t
Tesently, he asked: <
"Where Is Mabel?"

"

(
"She bad to go out to see about a I

osltlon," said his mother. "She will 1

a beck In a little while. Go to the
Itchen and get younelf some supper."
As he crossed the kitchen Tom's
ye fell upon a crumpled letter that
ly on the floor where It had dropped
rom Mabel's blouse. He picked It up
-Its envelope was gone.and his eye
ell on Henry Rokeson'a signature. In '

inbellerlng dismay he read the misive.Then, snatching up his bat he j
ashed from the house. ,

Mabel, arriving at the Rokeson man- \
Ion, was conducted by a man servant (
d the library, where Henry sat awaltngher. He rose eagerly to greet t
ier. She Ignored his outstretched 1
innd nnd snld oolrllr in rpnlv tn bin
ervtd greeting:
"ton said you bad a position to ,ffer roe. If It la within my powor

o accept It, I must do so. My roothr'slife depends on It. Whut Is the '

lositlon, please?" I
"I wnnt you to be my wife," bo anwercd,abruptly. "I love you. I

lave always loved you. As my wife jou tvill have enough money to." ("You wrote about n 'position'," she ,Dtcrmpted, unheeding. "Please tell |
rie what. It [s."
"The position of my wife. I."
"I would rather starve," Rhe retortid,turning to leave the room. "Good ,light." 1

She made as though to pass through ,he doorway. But he clasped her In
lis arms, Imploring her to reconsider, ]
ind declaring over and over bis adolratlonfor her. She struggled vain- <
y to free herself. Their awaylng and
nterlocked figures were silhouetted '

or an Instant against a lowered win- 1

low shade. !At the same moment a atop sounded (
>n the veranda outside. A baud
ugged at the fastenings of the winlow.Henry switched off the lights,
Iragged Mabel from the room and Jhrust her out of the house by the
ront doorway. Then, calling his valet, ,
le ran back Into the library and \
urned on the light again Just as Tom
llorrlsoy burst In through the winlow.I
"Where Is my sister, you hound?" <

relied Tom, springing at blm. "Whet
laveyou done with her?"

He grappled fiercely with Henry,
lelslng him by the throat as though
leeklng to tear the truth from him.
The valet snatched up a chair and

irought It crashing down upon Tom's
lead. Tom. stunned and helpless, colapsedto the floor.
His first thought, when he came to

lis senses, an hour later. In a police
itatlon cell, was:
"I tall tha nKnnf 1+

vtthout bringing Mabel's name Into
he story. For her sake I most keep
Went."
Six weeka later Tom Morrlsey.

tied and convicted on charge of
lonaebrecktng and aasanlt.faced a
udgc; for the third time la his tweny-flveyears of life.
"Thomas Morrisey," said the judge, ]

olemnly, "a Jury of your peers has
ound yon guilty. This Is your third 1

onvtctton In six years. Ton are a
lanlened and confirmed criminal. It
s my painful duty to eentance you to ,minimum of twenty yefra' tmprla-
mment at hard labor."
And not only the Hokeaon's and

heir kind are to blame In similar
Ituatlons but many more muat share jhe burden when It really la deteralned,"Who's Gulltyl"
END OF "WHO'8 GUILTY1" SB-
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STATE NEWg|j|
In many counties in the eouther|<||

:ler of this state, stick weeds havt jione thousands of dollare at dsmsgt
to valuable farm lands. The weedt j
n places have became so pmUflcthal M
fanners will make an appeal to tht jj
text legislature to pass a law requlb S
ng their destruction.

The Virginian Power compan*3a
through lu general manager, H., <S
3cott. has announced that Its plapf
it Cabin Creek Junction which
lamaged by the flood recently, wlll.be '

nade more Important by the tnataltej?.*^
tion of two additional nntta ot lO.OOt A
lorse-power eacb. The plant now OOlh .'J
tains two units of 10,040 borsepowT
sr each and to operate them uses I0« '.>9
100 tons of coal annually.

m

According to an opinion ot the Watt" "ifl
Virginia supreme court ot appeal: ;]
holidays. In a certain sense, are e& Jjlended Judical days. The question waJtqjllsposed of when the higher conij I
ifflrmed the circuit court ot Tylef -..J
:ounty In its decision in the case ol ';,y
Dennett against the Farmers Mutual sa
Pire association. In writing the optai> 7:3
on in this case. Judge Osorge Fot 1
fenbargor says: "It it so happens that
i rule day of a circuit court ocean$3
in a holiday and a term of the Odlttt .'4li
logins on nevt day, the rules extend'3
hrough such next day by virtue ,41' >5
:he postponement -Of extension. 1) j ;
he rule days ot a court extend ittgisa
i term, as In this case, the office Judg ySjiient entered thereat does not becomjegB ?.
final until the last day of the tent "a
tucceedlng the one so Invaded by tht , 'Jl
rules and it cannot be properly epr'^ 3 j
fered as final In the absence of tht fljdefendant, until such succeedih|/^ S;

The last stretch of unoccupied rtvfaffl I
r frontage on the Ohl6 river betweqk?lj K
Pittsburgh and Wheeling is about tsjfH
ie opened up. according to en
louncement made by Ralph W. CoQXe^ J jndustrlal Agent, Pennsylvania JflaaijJH t
IVest of Pittsburgh. A new llnt-twel'H^ i
niles In length Is to be contmet«is9 f
iy the Pittsburgh, Cincinnati, Chicardial ['ind St. Louis Railway company (Pep^l |flandlel, commencing at Chester, W. 1 |>'a, and skirting the south bank of thi 1
Dhto river east as far as the month |if Raccoon creek, which la shout threi'a ''

nlles below Beaver. The Pan Handle 3
low has a branch, known as Its New;>j]^nmhArlond Kranoli fMn> Tits f..», ii!" «. viaubU) livui now VWlWlllerland Junction, Juit east of Stag- J
lenvllle on the main Una, north 4
hrough the thriving Industrial towns '

)f Welrton. New Cumberland- and
Chester. a distance of approximately I
wenty-three miles and the new llntfyijwill be a continuation of thla branch. |

E. D. K's Column^M
Mary Plckford the beautiful "m'oYl^;*|tctroaa, says:
"It la easy for a pretty girl to,bej;nod If she Is rich, but a pretty jmtiS

»ho Is poor lias a lot of temptation!,jaThe pretty girl who is poor ia a UttlatS]tit In the position of the boy In the -Jtrocery shop.
"A grocer leaned over the oountefjltnd yelled at the boy wbo stood cloet^l

o an apple barrel:
"Are you trying to steal them ePPlMjfl
"No, sir." the boy faltered, -"('lajs
THE CHAP WHO COURTS MORll!THAN ONE OIRL. AT A TIME IE |,'OURTING TROUBLE.

A SENSIBLE START.
'

The couple were married at ths'm
tome of the bride's parent*. where M
hev will remain until the bridegroom^;ets a Job..The Centralis (Ho.) Cour- S

HAD TO OBEY ORDERS. - ^An olil colored uncle was found by.
he preacher prowling In his barnyard ||ate ono night.
"Uncle Calhoun." said the preachfai'sB

"If «««»f V«» wa*A -*-.
iionu;, <V i.ou i uc §WU IWr 1
'heumatlsm to be prowling Umifl
lere tn the rain and cold."
"Doctors orders, sah," the old.naaH
"Doctors orders?" said the PMUku^H>r. "Did he tell you to go provrilagafl

iround all night?"
"No sah, not exactly; sub," said*

L'nclfl Cat; "but he done oidered mej:hicken broth."FACETIOUS.

M
It is announced that In a new, build- 1

ng to be erected in this city in Whickjl
hero are to be bachelor quartan, a
lumb waiter is to be installed,.r It31
vould he well too if she was dearahd^Hjllnd..The Sapulpa (Ida.) Herald.

Hear c. J. sehuck, of Wheeling, nndjlSenator Meredith dieouea the Tseues jij>f the campaign at Falrvlew tenlght J
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The West Virginian U on sale *im
try evening at tbe following pOuMgtfl
3UTCHER A SATTERFIBLD, Btrtel^l
tVAf80N BUILDING NEWS BTANdJm
Main entrance Wateon Building. i

FAIRMONT NBW8 CO, lMVt VjjBlM
:lyde s. holt. Main Street ~$M
horan a sprinobr, corner Bn&SM
and Water streets. jSnt

I. H. M'CLOSKEY, corner SUtli^M
K. O. MARTIN, Main strife
HAMILTON DRUG CO, corner TentHiand Virginia avenue. - r-'.'-jS
IAME8 QALLIHBR, Corner Twenua
and Virginia avenue.

MORRIS NEWS CO, Main stTofejfi


